an "earful" of sound. Such cacophonies on
copper hubble-bubbles and symphonies on nas-
cent samovars I never heard. Nerves are apt to
be at strain, during an Asian summer, but a course
In the coppersmiths* bazaar would cure any
hyper-sensitive traveller who objects to the chirp
of crickets at noon, or the song of the brain-
fever bird at night, unless It drove him mad.

In the bazaars of Kabul, as yet untouched by
Western civilization, you may see more primitive
peoples and more varying types than In any
other part of Central Asia. In the heart of the
city there is a maze of narrow streets, converging
on that central rotunda^ where money-changers
squat on raised platforms, above the madding
throng, yet accessible to all who require their
services. While the others continued their shop-
ping, I climbed up, among rupees and Indian
bank-notes and snuff and reed-pens and long
yellow account-books, to view the pageant of
swashbucklers and shrouded figures that passed
beneath this convenient eerie. My host of the
hour was a Hindu merchant, who had been kid-
napped, so he Informed me, years ago in the
reign of Abdur Rahman. At that time he had
been fifteen years of age, and because of his
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